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sometimes one could not help sympathising inwardly
with the French folk who hold up their hands in aston-
ishment over our pleasure journey. Indeed I do not
know that I would have stuck to it as 1 have done, if it
had not been for professional purposes; for an easy
book may be written and sold, with mighty little brains
about it, where the journey is of a certain seriousness
and can be named. I mean, a book about a journey
from York to London must be clever; a book about the
Caucasus may be what you will Now I mean to make
this journey at least a curious one; it won't be finished
these vacations.

44 Hitherto a curious one it has been; and above all
in its influence on S. and me. I wake at six every
morning; and we are generally in bed and asleep before
half-past nine, Last night I found my way to my room
with a dark cloud of sleep over my shoulders, so thick
that the candle burnt red at about the hour of 8.40, If
that is n't healthy, egad, I wonder what is/'
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